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CHAPTER VIII.

THOUGH ever leading a life very much at va-
riance with the established discipline of the
college, it was seldom that I was detected; but
about this time, though really living in far
greater conformity to its rules than usual, it was
, very hard upon me that I should now meet with
a surprising run of ill-luck.
At one time I had become ambitious of exer-
cising the rites of hospitality, which was the
more patriotic on my part, as every article of
the repast had to be stolen* I had been led on
to this expense by a friend presenting me with
three bottles of port, which, of course, would
need a few biscuits to accompany them ; and
then I thought of a dessert, and at length as-
cended to the deternunation of giving a down-
right supper.
The brace of partridges, then, and the moor-
hen, I shot on the other side of Dorney Com-
mon; the milk for the bread-sauce, came as
usual from the old black and white cow. The
ale, bread, knives and forks, I easily procured